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Abstract 
Throughout a series of elegies included in Thomas Hardy’s Poems of 1912-13, a male poet laments his wife’s 
death, imagining the beautiful figure of his wife in the past days.  Thus far, the elegies have been interpreted to be 
the poet’s penance for his neglect of his wife.  However, recently, this kind of reading has been questioned, and some 
critics have argued that Hardy took advantage of his wife’s death in writing his elegies.   
In this essay, I am also going to start my analysis on Hardy’s elegies based on this new argument.  However, 
what I want to discuss is that in Hardy’s elegies the male poet fails to achieve his artistic aims in imagining his 
young, beautiful wife.  In my argument, I will focus on the voices of his old wife’s ghost, which have the power to 






































パーシー・ビッシュ・シェリー (Percy Bysshe 
Shelley)の書いた『アラスター』(Alastor; or The 













The spirit of sweet human love has sent  
A vision to the sleep of him who spurned 
Her choicest gifts.  He eagerly pursues 
Beyond the realms of dream that fleeting shade;  
He overleaps the bounds.  Alas! Alas!  
Were limbs, and breath, and being intertwined  
Thus treacherously?  Lost, lost, for ever lost,  
In the wide pathless desert of dim sleep,  















Why do you make me leave the house 
And think for a breath it is you I see 
At the end of the alley of bending boughs 
Where so often at dusk you used to be; 
         Till in darkening dankness 
         The yawning blankness  
Of the perspective sickens me!   















‘The ultimate aim of the poet should be to touch 
our hearts by showing his own, and not to exhibit 
his learning, or his fine taste, or his skill in 
mimicking the notes of his predecessors.’   















You were she who abode 
By those red-veined rocks far West, 
You were the swan-necked one who rode 
Along the beetling Beeny Crest, 
And, reining nigh me, 
Would muse and eye me, 
While Life unrolled us its very best.   
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He does not think that haunt here nightly: 
      How shall I let him know 
That whither his fancy sets him wandering  
      I, too, alertly go? –  
Over and hover a few feet from him 
      Just as I used to do, 
But cannot answer the words he lifts me –  
      Only listen thereto!   




























Yes, I companion him to places 
      Only dreamers know, 
Where the shy hares print long paces,  
      Where the night rooks go; 
Into old aisles where the past is all to him, 
      Close as his shade can do, 
Always lacking the power to call to him, 
      Near as I reach thereto!   
















Can it be you that I hear?  Let me view you, then, 
Standing as when I drew near to the town 
Where you would wait for me: yes, as I knew you 
then,  
Even to the original air-blue gown!   







































The Poet cried aloud, “I have beheld 
The path of thy departure.  Sleep and death  















Hereto I come to view a voiceless ghost; 
  Whither, O whither will its whim now draw me? 
Up the cliff, down, till I’m lonely, lost, 
  And the unseen waters’ ejaculations awe me.   
Where you will next be there’s no knowing,  
  Facing round about me everywhere,  
      With your nut-coloured hair,  
And gray eyes, and rose-flush coming and going.   




























Primaeval rocks form the road’s steep border, 
   And much have they faced there, first and last,  
Of the transitory in Earth’s long order;  
   But what they record in colour and cast  
       Is – that we two passed.   





















Queer are the ways of a man I know:  
      He comes and stands  
      In a careworn craze,  
      And looks at the sands 
      And the seaward haze,  
      With moveless hands  
      And face and gaze,  
      Then turns to go . . .  
And what does he see when he gazes so?   
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Of this vision of his they might say more: 
      Not only there  
      Does he see this sight, 
      But everywhere 
      In his brain – day, night,  
      As if on the air 
      It were drawn rose bright –  
      Yea, far from that shore 
Does he carry this vision of heretofore:   
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を再考する」 (於: 東北学院大学土樋キャンパス 


















1913 年の詩集」は、もともとは現在の 21 篇では
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